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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

IVLIVS C^SAFL 


aABus Trimus. Scoena Trima. 


Enter Flaitlm, Murettas , and cert nine Commoners 


ouer the Stage. 


HEncc : home you idle Creaturcs,get you home: 
Is this a Holiday ? What, know you not 
(Being Mec'hanicall) you ought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day.without the fignc 
Of your Profeffton ? Speake,what Trade art chou ? 
Car. Why Sir,a Carpenter. 
M*r. Where is thy Leather Apt on,and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft Apparrcll on ? 
You fir, what Trade are you ? 

Cobl. Trudy Sir, inrefpc&ofafinc Workman, lam 
but as you would fay,a Cobler. 
Mm. But what Trade art thou ? Anfwer me dire&ly. 
Cobl A Trade Sir, that I hope I may vie, with a lafe 
Confcience, which is indeed Sir,a Mender of bad foulcs. 

Fla. What Trade thou knauc? Thou naughty knaue, 
what Trade ? 

Cobl N ay 1 befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, I can mend you* 

Mnr. What mean ft thou by that? Mend mee, thou 
favvcy Fellow ? 

Cob. Why fir, Cobble you. 

fla* Thou art a Cobler,art thou ? 

Cob. Truly fir, all that I Hue by, is with the Aulc : I 
meddle with noTradefmans matters, nor womens mat- 
ters; but withal I am indeed Sir,a Surgeon to old fhooes: 
when they arc in great danger, I recouer them. As pro- 
per men as euer trod vpon Neats Leather, hauc gone vp- 
on my handy- worke. 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 
Why do'ft thou leade thefe men about the ftrcets? 

Cob. Truly fir, to wears out their flhooes, to get my 
felfe into more worke. But indecdefir, we make Holy- 
Jay to fee dcfir, and to reioyce in his Triumph. 

TAur. Wherefore reioyce? 
What Conqueft brings he home f 
W r hat Tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheelcs ? 
YouBlockes ,you ftonesy/ou worie then fenfleflc things: 
0 you hard hearts, you crueli men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 
Haue you climb'd vp to Wallesand Battlements, 
To To wres anjd Windovtfes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 1 
Your Infants in your Armes, and there hauc late 
The liue-long day,with patient expc&ation, 


To fee great Fcwpsjpzffc the flreets of Rome ? 
And when you faw his Chariot but appeare, 
Haue you not made an Vniuerfall fhotit, 
That Tyber trembled vnderneath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your founds, 
Made in her Concaue Shores ? 
And do you now put on your beft attyrc ? 
And do you now cull out a Holyday ? 
And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumph cuer Pompejes blood ? 
Be gone, 

Runne to your houfes, fall vpon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague 
That needs muft light on this Ingratitude. 

Fla> Go,go. good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Affemblc all the poorc men of your fort; 
Draw rhem to T) ber bankes,and wcepe your teares 
Into the Channel!, till the lo weft ftreamc 
Do kiffc the mod exalted Shores of all. 

Exeunt all the Commoners* 
See where their bafeft mettle be not mou'J, a 
They vanifh tongue-tyed in their guiltinefle : . 
Go you downe that way towards theCapkoll, 
This way will I :Diirobe the Images, 
jf you d*5 finde them deckt With Ceremonies* 

(JMtir. May we do fo ? 
You know it is the Feaft of Lupercall. 

Fla. Jt h no matter, let no Images 
Bv hung with Cdfirs T*ophees : lie about, 
And driue away the Vulgar from the ftreets ; 
So do you too, where you perceiuc themthicke* 
Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Cafkrs wing, 
Will nuke him flyc an ordinary pitch, 
Who elfe would foarc abouc the view of men, 
And keepc vs all in feruile fearcfulneffe. Exeunt 


Enter C afar, Antony for the Courfe£alphHTnia y VorHa^ De- 
cimyCtcero^YutmiCaJfifL^Caska^a Sooth fajer ".af- 
ter them Mmellus and Flatiim. 
C&f C&lphwni*. 
Ca*k' Peace ho, Cafar fpeakes, 
CaJ. Calphnrma^ 
Calp. Heere my Lordc 
C<zf Stand you directly in Antonio's way, 
When he doth run his courfe. Antonio m 
Ant. Cxfar, my. Loxd. 
Caf. Forget not in your fpeed Antonio^ 
To touch £alphnrnta :for our Elders fay, 
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